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clustered around us in all stages of undress. Poor devils,
their lot must have been tough. To encounter, three-
quarters of the way through a desperately tiring journey,
and so early in the morning, strange men speaking a
strange language, gave them little chance to appear at
their best. They seemed content to flit hither and thither
in fussy effort to take their places aboard the big charabanc
waiting outside the station. Great trunks preceded them,
presumably containing stage props, as the party slowly
made ready to leave. All the time someone or other called
for Karloff, followed by a rapid gabble in a tongue un-
known to us.

The artistes were of all ages, but mostly one shape.
Austrians, Czechs, Poles, Hungarians, Russians, they
carried suitcases, hatboxes, and smuggled dogs which all
the time barked furiously beneath furbelows. The em-
barrassed mistresses sought to drown the noise with song.
How they hoped to outwit the customs official we could not
fathom, but since they had so far succeeded, they were not
likely to suffer effective opposition kindly.

We dressed, and breakfasted upon some tinned mess
melted by the sun of the previous day, and upon vile eggs
evilly cooked and broken.

"Karloff!"

We heard the plaintive cry for the last time as we left
for the border, shortly before the other party were under
way, in spite of their early show of speed.

We had surprisingly little difficulty with the 'Iraqi
customs. There were two frontier posts, a mile or two
apart, each with a toll bar across the road, where passports
were scrutinized. Our arrival at the Iranian post, how-
ever, was greeted by a few drowsy underlings, most of
whom were asleep on the floor, or had obviously been
disturbed by our strident motor horns. The cars stopped.
An entertainment promised. We ushered the D.P. into
the stalls and betook ourself to the pit. We knew our
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